
V TER MAKE US GLAD.

I don't car none -

Whut the weather la
If It'a good hot sun,

Why. let 'er whlil
I Ilka ter fee

The jlmsons nod,
--An' ter hear the be

In the glory pod
"1th his bun, buss, buss,

An' his yeller feet.
ZJke he useter wn

In my boyhood aweetl

. If It'a clouds--all right
I'll jest take a few

--

Till the day's half night.
An' they's draps o' dew

' On the burdock leaves,
An' the lily's lip

Jest hangs an' grieves,
, Like the drip, drip, drip,

, Of toeepy night
, 'When no moon don't shin

- , Mark clouds "all right!"
Gimme some In mlnel

. Gimme some In mine!
Glad tollers pain

Llks the warm unnhln
Drinks up the rain!

I may sorrow some
Uke a rain-w- et sky

Glad I wa'n't born dumb
So I couldn't cry!

Clad my heart gits weak
T1U she overflows,

An' my both eyes leak,
An' I blow my nose I

ft Jcs all joy,
Was the on'y thing I

The world 'ud cloy
Till I couldn't slngl

I wouldn't know It,
Not joy not me!

If 'twould come an' sit
On my lap, b'gee.

If they wa'n't no rod;
We need Its rack

Fer to make us glad
r When the glad comes btckl

M. Lewis. In Houston Post
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t CHAPTER IV. Coxtimjid.
1 Every Sunday Mahala Cameron's
father preached In the schoolhouse, and
nearly all the people, whether they ed

the Cumberland Presbyterian
creed or not, went to the service. Wild- -
ipium groves maae oouquets oi snow
on the prairies. The woods were full
of flowers, having such fragrance as
breaks only from old loam. All the
trees, irom tne ricn green oi tne pe
can to the delicate and slowly deepen
Ing maple gave out their foliage to
the sun. The Judas tree burst out like
Uame In the forest
- Happy boys were seen coming home
Srom the river of evenings with strings
of croppies, bass, and pike. Half-year- ly

.muster day came, when the local mi-

litia stepped out In awkward sqauds
and practiced such military tactics as
the leader knew to the squeak of a
fife and the thump of a drum. Anty-

wine put himself among the boys. He
liked life and movement But Shlck-.nhnr- .lr

stood and looked cloomllv on.
He knew that his own people, the Sacs,

--were being crowded in their reserva--
Ion, and this play of war might some-

time become reality. Whisky was plen-

tiful of muster days. Antywlne no-Tlr-

that Lincoln did not touch It
Having considered the height and
strength of Sleur Abe, he also spat out

lila tnniirh a tn at A nf flnrv Btnff

flashed between his lips by a Grove
oy. and decided that he would fight

rather than be forced to drink.
Slicky Green and Ann Kutiedge's

brother were home, working In their
: fathers' fields. Young Tates was seen

jt Intervals during the summer. The
boys and girls of New Salem found a

--world of material for their own happi-nes- s.

There were qulltings, where the
older women labored In the afternoon
and young men and women came to
evening games.

Peggy Shlckshack stood outside of
nch festivities, and so did Antywine,

because the singular mother of their
bouBehold bad no fellowship with the
mother of any other household. For

All the villagers began to look kindly
nt the unfolding womanliness of the
lame Spaniard, the blond head of An-

tywlne, and the good old Indian who
cloved white men.

But the festival that Peggy liked best
' and was not left out of, was blackber-ryin-g.

The girls rose at dawn and put
i rfin thntf wnrot olnttiM friAAtlnff hv AD

gwlntment at the tavern with baskets
'on their arms. They did not speak
iloud. .The dust In the road took the

.jjrlnta ofthelr feet like ashes. The
Vwhole ' sweet-smelli- ng world was
.drenched in dew, and as they brushed
down the ravine across the woods be--

;yond, they were baptized by every
kjuso. mea uicir luuguco wm

'loosened, and they sang and told
.tstories. Sometimes they pretended to
dee wolves sneaking to cover, but this
cmcrely for the pleasure of frightening
themselves. It was the loveliest pilgr-
image ever invented. There was peril

--wild brambles the thick-mottl- ed rattle--
' - .LJ - VimEDaBB, ur VUJWU ICTCUfUllUfc uuu,

aused many a start and shriek.
rnv hMa Jan Rn'lrira mt a fat

erasshppper down her back, and yelled

r?or dellveiance from "a snake! a
.cnake!' .

"Oh. run home, Jane! Run 'borne.
vquU;! criad Mahala Cameron.

.But Ann lore the child's dotting
VTtn an reed tte grasshopper, cliag-ic-g

with all his feet to the tender white
ack; rnd they all laughed At Mahala,

who have sent her three miles
': t Lr!?. "

r the rlrls swam rrrasa to
v .','3, ts in a sea of dew. Poesy '

dividing her way with her crutch. The
rising sun showelj glittering In tho
brambles, blackberries and luscious
dewberries half a long as one's thumb,
melting ripe to keep that very morn-
ing's appointment. To go blackberry
ing late in the day was not to go black-berryi- ng

at all, but to a hot and weary
search of rifled fields.

When the party trailed homeward
with heaped baskets they could see
along the ridge of the Sangamon
tents and camps of farmers who had
come long distances to mill. Each man
was obliged to wait his turn to have
his grain ground. It was like a fair.
Quoit pitching, , wrestling matches,
races and trading filled up the Idle time.

Insensibly the season changed. Su-

mac leaves began to burn around scar-

let fruit veiled In white, tho oaks were
faintly tinted, and the first September
days had come.

Antywino's reading lessons at the
stone ended, for Lincoln was taking
up surveying and going out to distant
parts of the country, and Antywlne was
to go with him as his chain-beare- r.

"I put the book in my bundle," said
the, Canadian while he and Peggy were
bidding each other farewell at the
stone. "Sleur Abe will help me."

Peggy's hand and feet became cold.
She felt as If autumn were driving the
the blood back upon her heart

"Viane Rutledge told at school the
other day that you are the best-looki-

young man in New Salem."
Antywlne expanded with satisfac-

tion. He always carried his chin up,
so that people called him high-heade- d.

"I am tall."
' "Don't you think Viane Rutledge Is

a pretty girl, Antywlne?"
"Yes."
"She's the prettiest girl that goes to

school, isn't she?"
"Yes."
Tears sprang Into Peggy's eyes; she

winked them back, ashamed of being
grieved.

"But Viane Rutledge is not a good
leader," she honestly declared.

"Me, I am not a good reader, either,"
observed Antywlne.

"You don't want to put yourself
alongside of Viane Rutledge as a poor
reader." spoke Peggy, sharply "do
you?"

"I don't know," returned Antywlne,
with a tcusing winsomeness specially
bis own. He smiled on the landscape
and lifted his chin higher, a look of
concern replacing the smile.

"Why you cry, sweetheart?"
"My foot's tired," Bald Peggy, drying

her tears.
"You been trying to walk without

the crutch?"
"A little."
"Then I carry you up to the house,
"I don't want you to. If Mahala

Cameron's brother was here he could
help you make a saddle and carry me,

He takes bold of hands with one of
the Clary boys, and they lift me up
on the saddle and run with me when
we play Indian."

"He hare no business! exclaimed
Antywlne, full of indignation. "They
will fall and hurt you!"

"0, no, they won't He is a nice boy,
and has such red cheeks.

"Me, if I have those red cheeks I

strip the skin off my face!" said Anty
wine, disgusted. "You like those red
cheeks, eh?"

"Well, I think they are about as
pretty as Viane Rutledge."

"Viane Rutledge," spoke Antywine,
sincerely, "she not have that charm
like you, and those manners."

"Do you think I am learning man
ners?"

"You have improve every day."
"Antywlne, I've got the best apple

in my pocket! Don't you want a bite
of it?"

"Did those Cameron boy give you
that apple?"

"No."
"You have it, then, from that Grove

feller, who Is behaved so bad tho
master whip him?"

"No. Mahala gave It to me."
"Then I will take some bite."
Peggy drew forth the apple and they

ate it together, feeling that their differ
ences were reconciled. It was their
parting meal, for food eaten at Sally's
board had no such taste as this.

Shlckshack said nothing about Anty--
wine's first serious undertaking of
civilized work. The boy until that
time had been nothing but a hunter.
Perhaps the Indian' pondered on the
white man's influence. He set himself
to bring In plenty of venison to dry
for winter, and an abundance of buck-
skin to tan. His cabin was as good as
any in New Salem..

Shlckshack held land In his reserva
tion, as all his tribe held it. without
cultivating or improving an acre except
patches of maize and pumpkins. Hi
could not understand the white man's
greed for real estate when the prairies
were so free to all. The product of hU
labor consisted of peltries. These he
exchanged for the necessaries of simple
living.

Shlckshack was not unmindful of
the change in his adopted child. He
used to watch her silently. When she
brought him the first pair of stockings
made by her hand he sat and smoothed
them across his buckskin knee. They
were useless to him as a covering, for
he could not enjoy the freedom of his
ankles in anything but hunter's nelps.

Before the weather grew cold he gave
Peggy a roll of heavy dark red linsey
cloth instead of the usual tanned deer-

skins.. Ann Rutledge helped her cut
and make the dress. He had the satis-

faction of seeing her warmly clad, in
short-walst- ed gown with bag sleeves
and a thick cape and hood lined with
dull yellow flannel which Ann had
saved among her stores. ,

As autumn days drew close to the
marg.a of winter, the big boys, relieved
of labor that they owed to their parents
every working season nntll they were
21 yean old, came to Mlnter Gray ham's
school. Though willing to make them-

selves cseful carrying In logs for the
fireplace, they were full of frolic as
colts. They stirred up the school until
Winter Crayham in despair xaade a

new law and announced that he would
listen to so mora complaints oi wau-throwl-

flsteuflMg. and1 fighting, un
less the complainant could show that
blood bad been drawn. Then tne ooys
wnra crlorloualv hannv. . The sallow
young schoolmaster, writing copies at
his desk, would suddenly hear through
the drone of study:

"Master. Viane Rutledse looked at
me and drew blood!"

"Master. Nancy Green's eyes are
drawing blood on me this minute!

In November there was a haze over
the landscape like bloom on grapes.
Indian summer lingered! Settlers had
not then learned the Mississippi val
ley's sudden and bitter changes of cli
mate.

Lincoln and Antywlne were still ab
sent early In December, when Shlck
shack waited one evening behind
Minter Gray ham's schoolhouse for
Peggy to come out A jet of boys and
girls seemed to spout forth, racing
down to Rock Creek. They could
almost smell their supper johnny cakes
across the ravine. Peggy was hopping
briskly in the Joyful midst of her
schoolmates, when the saw her foster
father beckoning her at the foot
of the bluff. She followed him

Shlckshack led her where there was
no nath through ascending woods
parting naked bushes for her, and help-

ing her over fallen logs which had be
come almost a powder of flakes covered
with moss.

"Where are we going?" she inquired
more than once.

But Shlckshack made no reply until
he had put a loop of deerskin around
him over his blanket, and lifted Peggy
on his back in this portable hammock.

liisfeiiii

SHICKSHACK CRAWLED IN WITH
HIS KNIFE UNSHEATHED.

She was learning to use her lame leg
with a ttoical determination which the
New Salem doctor encouraged. Though
never without her crutch, she oftener
carried than leaned on it Shlckshack
was evidently undertaking a journey,
and she looked anxiously through the
woods as some flakes of snow melted
on her face, and up nt the void peopled
as by winged white insscts.

"Father," said Peggy in the Sac
language, Vwhere are you taking me?"

"To the young chief Yates," he
answered in English, trudging across
the ridge, sure-foot- ed and muscular.

"But he lives far away and I won't
go! What will Antywlne and Mr. Lin-

coln say when they come home?"
"Antywine and the chief Abe on the

survey trail. They not here to stop
Pedro Lorimer. He get you this time."

"Has he come back again?
ShlckPback grunted. "At the Grove
two, four days. He tell the young

braves Black Hawk is on the war path.
Drive out old Indian! Burn his wig-

wam! Old Indian help Black Hawk.
Me not need totem signs to find out
what he want He say old Indian have
no business to keep white glrL"

"But, father, you cannot carry me
so far!" Peggy strongly revolted. Sho
wept, shivering against his back. He
descended toward a darkened plain
without heeding her arguments against
his course, except to assure her he in-

tended to hire a horse at the first
cabin.

The sloughs were frozen, and frost
blackened grass crisped under his feet
Nowhere could any farmhouse light
be seen, and the gentle flicker-lik- e

insect wings had become a driving
storm of snow. Shlckshack found the
road stretching southwest toward Jack
sonville, and plodded steadily along.
Jogging through an immensity of night
and cold and drifting whiteness, Peggy
ceased to beg that he would let her
walk, and lapsed into such drowsiness
that he was obliged to shake her when
he set her down. By this time the chill
windrows were nearly to his knees.
Unsheltered by bis body, she felt the
dry spume spinning In her face,

"Me have to put you in the log to
night," said Shlckshack. "Snow too
bad to go farther."

Every new Salemlte had heard of or
seen the huge hollow log strangely
left upon the prairie beside that road.
Once Slicky Green and another boy,
belated on a bitter night while search
ing for lost cattle, had driven wild hogs
out of It, and saved their own lives
tn its i corny hollow. It loomed a white
ridge, higner than Peggy's head, its
black opening already banked with
drift Shlckshack crawled In with his
knife unsheathed. A yelping, snarling
struggle was muffled by the log, until
something dork leaped past Peggy, and

'ran across the snow.
"Wolf." observed the Sac. "Him not

like to leave him good bed."
Reluctantly, in spite of the cold,

Peggy crawled post him Into the deep
shelter, dragging her crutch. Her hand
touched something furry, and green
eyes shot flame at her. Shlckshack
hauled a cub from its cushion of rotten
wood and threw It out after its mother.

Peggy was so drowsy that she re-- 1

membered nothing further of the

night, except some noises at the open
end of the log. '

v

When she awoke it was light enough'
to see overhead the ridged vault ot
her wooden cavern. The snow cast
in a pallid Illumination. She sat up
and called Shlckshack. He remained
in a rigid attitude, with his back to
her, and his legs extending out under
a white lapful. His arm was hard as
marble in her hand when she touched
him, and he did no: turn his head.

"Father!" sho screamed. "Father!1

CHAPTER V.

The old Sac, who had guarded her
rooftrce, whether cabin or wigwam,
every night of her remembrance, sat
upright, holding his knife, on which
frozen blood was crystallized. Two or
three dead wolves lay outside the log
on the snow. But not one of them
was frozen stlffer than the Indian,
who, after his own fashion, had given
life itself for the safety of his adopted
child.

Peggy would not believe he was
dead. She clung to his old shoulders,
and screamed to rouse him. The Sac,

'who loved white men, and had never
failed to answer the appeal of his white
child, silently blocked the entrance of
the log. His eyebrows were hoar frost,
and the dark ruddiness of his face and
neck seemed crusted with rough silver.

Peggy's wild crying might have re-

sounded long In the hollow log, and
brought no person to help her. For
all around was the vast prairie stretch-
ing from horizon to horizon, a glart
of whiteness unplerced by the smoke of
a single lire. But two figures tolled
toward New Salem through the early
cold, wading with effort, and finally
making for the hummock in which they
recognrzed the submerged log. Lincoln
and his chain-bear- er encountered
the frozen Indian and the crying girl
as they stooped to enter and warm
themselves.

High as drifts were piled In New
Salem 6treets, for this was the winter
known long afterward as "the winter
of the deep snow," people gathered
hastily through the unabated storm
when word went around that Shlck-

shack had been brought In frozen to
death. Lincoln and Antywlne, In silent
agreement, stopped the ox sled they
hod borrowed, at the door of Rutledge's
tavern. Neither said, "Let us take
him to his own cabin." In death, at
least, he Bhould escape from the en-

vironment which Sally made, and be
publicly honored.

Antywlne went directly to carry the
news to the widow, and Sally heard it,
making a clicking sound of disapproval
with her tongue.

She knocked the ashes out of her
cob pipe, partly on the hearth and
partly in the dinner pot, which hung
from the crane.

"Now don't that beat ye! Gone and
froze bissclf to death the first big snow
and New Salem seven miles from a
buryin' ground! He always was the
roost old In'jan! Took
himto the tavern, did ye?"

"Yes." replied Antywlne, without
apology.

"Well, keep him there. I'll come to
the funeral. Funerals is no novelty
to me, buryin men as often as I have."

Neighbors talked In whispers around
the dignified figure stretched on a
white-cover- ed board under a canopy
of sheets. But Antywlne and Lincoln
had themselves washed It, and dressed
It in the Sac's best buckskins. They
found girded around the waist a heavy
belt of rattlesnake skin.

To Be Continued. 1

A WESLEY INCIDENT.

The First Methodist Lay Preacher
Was Followed In a Year

by Twenty Blore.

The societies met on Sundays, but
never at the hour of church service.
and, when neither Wesley nor any
other clergyman was present, spent
the hour in prayer and religious con- -
ersation or exhortation. From ex

hortation before the society to formal
preaching before it was only a step;
but to Wesley it seemed a very long
step, writes C. T. Winchester in

Wesley's days of triumph" in Cen
tury.

While in Bristol he learned, one
dav in 1739. that one of his converts.
Thomas Maxficld, had been preaching
before the Foundery society. He nur-rle- d

uc to London to stop it But his
mother who since the death of her
husband had been living in a room o:
the Foundery building met him with

nrotest: "John, take care what you

do with reference to that young man,

for he is as surely called to preach as
you are." Admonished ny mis coun
sel from one whose caution on ail
rimrchlv matters he knew to be quite
equal to his own, Wesley reluctantly
mmipnted to hear Maxneid' preacn

After listening, he exclaimed: "It is

the Lord's doing; let him do as
seemeth to him good." Convinced in
spite of deep-root- ed disinclination.
he sanctioned the first Methodist lay
preacher. .Within a year there wero
twenty.

He Conld Be Trnsted.
Rev. Richard Cecil, who lived to he
greatly useful minister, was born in

London In 1748. When a boy he was
strong-wille- d, but brave, straightfor-
ward and thoroughly to be trusted.
hating all that was mean, shuffling or
deceltfuL One day his father, wno
had business in the city, took little
Dick with him and left him in the door
of the East India house, telling him to
wait there till he should finish his
business and return to him. Taken up

with other matters, his father forgot
all about him and left the house by an
other door. Richard, in the evening.
was missed by his mother. His father,
now remembering where they had
parted, said: "Depend upon It, he is
still' waiting for me where I left him."
Immediately returning to the spot,
there, to be sure, he found poor Dick
faithfully waiting, as he had been
for hours, and as he had been ordered
to do: Washington 'Suj

Spring MMeriils1 a.nd Modes

DESIGNS FOR A HOUSE GOWN AND VISITING TOILETTES.
The house gown Is of souple taffetas; conage finished with lace and tof t rlbboa

bows. The visiting toilette is of tight colored cloth, trimmed with silk galon, sleeves
open to show lace and linlshtd with buttons.

ASHIONS in late spring ma-

terials are more or less pro-
nounced,2 and for the useful
frock, after the generalities
of cloth and serge have
been exhausted, I should

say that canvas, hopsacks and rather
hard makes of alpaca will be used.

These harsh materials form a direct
contrast to the clinging crepon de
sole, and crepe de chene which are
more than ever to the fore for recep-

tion frocks and afternoon toilettes.
Coarse alpacas and rough canvasses

are excellent for hard wear, and voile,
too, of a substantial moke will be used
for the new kind of plaiting, kilting,
etc.

Canvasses bid fair to take the place
of the regulation serges, and they
really are admirable for the bolero and
skirts for every day wear. I think they
are better when made up into the full,
plaited Bklrts than when used plain,
for here they show directly any pulling
or rubbing. But closely kilted or
plaited with a bolero style, of coat to
match, and worn with a neat shirt, the
canvas toilette becomes a feature ot
the spring.

We mu3t not forget the smartest of
all the tailor confections are mostly in
ivory, and champagne colored cloths,
and gray a rather dark, slate-gra- y

has Its usual share of popularity for
the Lenten season.

Bright shades of electric and perl-kink- le

blue aro giving place to the
more subdued navy always the best
tone for the orthodox coat and skirt
Brown, navy blue and scarlet form the
three shades for the Viennese tailor-mad- e,

which is quite simply fashioned,
and not worn with violently contrast-
ing colors, white being the only per-

missible mixture, with a touch of gold
and silver.

I will endeavor to describe a really
smart brown tailor built costume, in
rough surfaced cloth. The skirt was
arranged in big plaits, about two inch-

es below the waist, find just cleared
the ground all round. The little bo-

lero coat ended above the waist, show-

ing a blouse of finely accordion-plaite- d

crepe de chine in a little brighter shade

IN
HE pointed Marie Antoinette
bands have been gradually
elongated until now the
corsage itself is" arranged

SL jr with the long lines of the
deep point The modes of

the Louis XVI. period are vismie in
color as well as In design and fabric,

and thus we see the vleux-ros- e, the
strong blues and the pale yellows of

that period.
Then again we have the silk galon,

the braids and the trimmings of the
same date, the cutaway coats, the em-

broidered waistcoats, and beautiful old
enamel buckles and buttons, not to
speak of the dlrectolre hat

The favorite waistcoat of the mo-

ment is composed of white kid or white
.i,AiA embroidered with beautiful
golden galon, or worked with gold and
silver, with tabs and loops, inis, oi
MinniA is worn with the Louis XVI.
cutaway coat, which may be of silk or

cloth, and a plain skirt gathered on tne
hips.

The waistcoat Is brought into a
sharp point Ir front, and so, indeed,

are many evening bodices.
A beautiful white and gold damask

brocade was worn at a big evening nn

here aulte recently. The skirt
was laid In on' the hips in big pleats,
but was almost plain In front, finished

with twisted cords to weight the sun
at the feet The corsage was cut a la
Louis XVI, that is to say, It finished
niBtnir with a sharr point swathed
across on Inner waistcoat of d'Alencon

lsce over cream chlf--
trm nn aide of the corsage was bor
dered with gold Icives, on the other

of brown, and a belt of kid to match.
This smart little bolero was edged with
a flat brown silk braid with a few
klltlng8 of taffeta, with a faint tracery'
of gold thread.

The high collar of the shirt was fin-

ished with a hem-stitch- ed cravat, and
the bolero was tied with a brown
crepe de chine, tied with knotted
fringe ends. The smart little hat of
the Breton shape was tilted over the
eyes and was made entirely of two
shades of brown straw, with clusters
of green leaves and bows of straw at
the back. I need not add that thai
smartest brown boots and suede gloves
of the same tone completed this ex-

tremely neat toilette.
Quite delightful are the ed

embroideries which are used on
queer taffeta trimmings in pastel
shades. A very smart cloth frock in
palest pastel pink, arranged with a full
plaited skirt, had a panel of

trimming up the center of tht
skirt and bodice, which also formed
yoke-piec- e over the shoulders. ThU
embroidery was carried out in soft
pastel pinks and blues, and was fur-
ther decorated with some quaint braid-
ings and shaded pink roses In a raised
design. The neck and inner sleeves
were finished with rows of Valen-
ciennes lace on finely plaited cream
batiste.

This. particular toilette struck me as
being an excellent example of the pastel
cloth frock confined to subdued color-
ings. It Is a mistake, which even well-dress- ed

women are apt to make, whent
adopting subdued tonas, not to keep
to them throughout the toilette. I dis-

like even the contrast of the generally
becoming black hat

The best trimmings, except those of
oriental make, used on the harsher
stuffs, are of faint old-worl- d, subdued
and neutral tones. Some of them re-

semble the work seen in old samplers;
bat these, of course, are expensive and
are only used on beautiful cloths or
fabrics of silken textare.

One of the features of the late spring
will be the embroidered blouse in vari-
ous fabrics, from very coarse linen to
finest batiste.

ELLEN OSMONDS.

FASHION'S FANCIES GAY PARIS

accordion-plaite- d

- A SILK DINNER GOWN.
In silver gray relieved with lac and pais

pink roses.

the lace fell softly. The sleeves, as far
as the elbow, were rather small, but
were finished with voluminous frills
of the lace..

A great deal of black ChantUly lac
la worn over foundations of ' white,
held In at the waist with a deep, point
ed band of satin.

ANNETTE GIVKT.


